The Hijloriz * 

Hot . That Roan® fhal be my throne. Well, I will backe him 
llraiglit: O Efpcrance, bid Butler lead him forth into die parkc. 

La. But hcare you my Lord* 

Hot. VVliat faift thou my Lady? 

La . What is it carries you away ?. 

Hot, Why, my horfe(my loue)my horfe. 

La, O ut you madhedded ape, aweazelhath notfuch a deals 
cf fpleene, as you are toft with. In faith, ile know your bufines 
Harry, that I wil, 1 feare.my brother Mortimer doth for about 
his titlcjde hath lent for you to line liis cnterpnfe,butif y ou goe. 

Hot. So far afoot, I lhallbe weary, loue. 

La, Come, come youParaquito,anfweremee Jireftly, vnto 
this queftion that I fhaliaske : in faith, ile breake thy little fin- 
ger, Harry , and' if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, away you trifler, loue, I loue thee nor, 

I care not for thee Kate, this is no world 
To play with niammets, and to tilrwith lips, 

W emuft haue bloudy nofes, and crackt crownes. 

And paffe them currant too: gods me, my horfe: 

What laift thou Kate? what woldft thou haue with'mc? 

La. Doyounot loue me? do you oot indeed?. 

Well, doe notthen, for fmee you.louc me nor, 

I wiU not loue my iclfe. Doe you not loue me? 

Nay, tell me, if you fpeake in ieaft , or no? 

Hot, Come, wilt tho u-fec m e ride ? 

And when I am a liorlebacke, I tvill i’.vcai'e, 

I loue thet infinitely. But harkeyou Kate, 

I muft not luue you hencefoith,queftion me,. 

Whither I goe,-uor reafon, whereab out : 

Whither I muft, I muft, and to conclud e, . 

This euening muft i leaue you gentle Kate J 
I know you wife, but yet no fartherwife, 

Then Harry Percies wife: conftant you are,, 

But yet a woman, and forfecrecy. 

No Lady clofer, for I well b elceue,. 

Thou wilt not vtter, what thou doft not know? 

And ib far wiQ I truft thee, gentle Kate- 

La. How, fo far? Tr 


of Henry the fourth. 

Hot . Net an inch further, butJiarkc you Katc> 

Whither I goe, thither lhallyou.goetoo: ■ 

To day will I fet forth, to morrow you: 

Will this content you, Kate? 

La, It muft cf force. Exeunt. 

Enter Trine cava potties. 

Pr/».Ned,;prethee come out of thatfat roome, and lend me 
thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poi, W here haft bin, Hal? 

■Pj 7 »v With three or tour e logger-h cads , amengu threcor 
fourefcore hogfheads. I haue iounded the very bale firing of 
hunuiitic. Sirra, I am fworne brother to alcafh of drawers, and 
.can call them all by their chriften names, as Tom , Dicke, and 
Francis: they rake it already vpon their faluation, that tbougli I 
be but Prince of Wales, yet 1 am the king of Cuitefic,& tel me 
flatly, I am no proud Iacke,hke Falftalffc, buta.Cormtluan,a 
lad of mettal,agood boy, ( by the Lord, fo they call me) and 
when I am King of England, 1 fhall command all the good lack 
inEaftcheape* They call drinking deepe ? dying .fcarlct, and 
when youbreathe in ydur watering, they cry hem, and bid y ou 
play it off. T o conclude, I am lo good a proficient in one quar~ 
ter of anhourejthatlcandrinke w ; ith any Tinker, mhisowtt 
language, during my life* I cell thee, Ned , thou halt loft mudi 
honour,. th at thbu wairt not with me, in this action $ -but fwceC 
Ned, to fweeten which name of Ned, I giue thee thispeniworth 
of fugar* clapt euen now into my hand, by an vnderskinker* 
onetliat neuer Ipake other Englilh in his life * then eight (hil- 
lings and fixe pence, and you are welcome , with this ihril-1 ad- 
ditiS, anon, anon fir$skore apint of baftard in the h^femoone* 
or fo 4 ButNcd , to dtiuc away the time till Falftalffe come : I 
prethce,doe thou lb and m fome by-roome,while I quellion my 
puny drawer, to what end he gaue me. the fugar, and doe thou 
neuer leaue calling Frances* that his tale to me may be nothing 
but anon; fiep afide, and ile fhew thee aprefent. 

tom » Frances, Thou art perfect 

Frances. Enter Drawer * 

Frxv.. Anon, anon fir. Lookcdowne into the Pomgarnec, 
Ralphs 
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